WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
Far aloft hovers phantom Poetry, no longer my delicate familiar. But I dream of another coming of hers, a new companionship more valorous and simple-hearted.
.        •        •        .        •        .       •       •.<« CHICAGO UNIVERSITY Sept. 22, 1895.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
[CHICAGO, October 2, 1895.]
Your letter came yesterday, with cheek on the smooth cheek of another — a friendlier pair nor a tunefuller ever stretched wing together. Riding to town on some sort of transfigured chariot that whilom was a railway car, I perused them. Rest of morning spent shopping in the New Jerusalem, walking on golden pavements, and interwarbling on the theme of shirts and socks with whatever seraphic creatures had found it good that day to put on the habit and estate of shop-girls for the glory of God and the furtherance of his kingdom. Returning, the lake allured me — one topaz. Re-reading of letters. Throbbing of the topaz heart: opening and shutting of the sunlight: bursting to bloom of some sudden impalpablereen the aching sense. For another thing it is absorbing — crude juice of life — intellectual and social protoplasm.
